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Vegard's teeth clench as the knife passes through his skin Tomas watches, enraptured, as the blood spills over 
freshly-washed sheets- so red and so fluid 


When the blade leaves his wrist, Vegard can finally breathe. He tilts his head back, holding his forearm out, 
propping it over a bent knee. The softly-playing Candlemass sounds so dissonant now. He fights the urge to 
shut the Walkman off, in case Tomas wants to keep listening. 


"Tomas," Vegard catechizes, withering under the gaze of his best friend. 


Tomas' eyes are big, and icy; they're probably the bluest and iciest in all of Norway. His long, pale fingers flex 


out to draw lines in the blood. The salt of his skin makes the gashes ache ten times worse. 


Vegard whines, before urging him to do the same with a couple of short, jerky motions. With ease, Tomas 
replicates the action, though on the hairy back of his wrist instead. 


Pussy,’ thinks Vegard, with an accusatory tilt. 


It stretches and sprawls, a light pink before filling up with blood, just a touch darker than Vegard's. It drools 
just as easy, and the stain becomes a puddle. 


Vegard's known Tomas through everything- for ages now. And despite his earlier condemnations, it fills him 
with a sort of mirthful wonder, even as they're sitting here being unemotive hard-asses. He's had people take 
distance from him after he decided thrash metal, and then death metal, wouldn't cut it anymore, you know? 
Vegard's had people he liked say that there's no room in their lives for a teenage satanist with a penchant for 
the loud and the dramatic. At the same time, there's the people from his scene who are in his ear too, talking 
about how he's too weak; he screams loud but he talks too damn quiet. It's an uncertain journey, but one 


Vegard has to explore. Even if it means people don't like him. 


Tomas likes him just fine though. Somehow, they always make a lot of sense. They like what the other likes, 
and when they don't, they find ways to make it work. Vegard hesitates to call Tomas his best friend 
sometimes, because Tomas is so detached. He has a whole lot of people who'd like to think that's what they 
are. But when he drives from the next town over, all to listen to music with him in the dead of night, Vegard 
knows that he's the only harborer of that title. It's his in the same way that the moon belongs to the sky. The 


notion nearly makes him smile. 


"What's that look for?" asks the ever-perceptive Tomas. It's the first time he's spoken in about half an hour. 
His voice is, as usual, drawling and husky, but it sounds just a little bit raspier right now. 


"| don't know," admits Vegard, and he's still smiling, "| guess | appreciated you a whole lot more just now." 

"Does that mean you don't usually appreciate me?" Tomas arches a brow. 

Vegard reaches out to knock his shoulder with his useable hand, "don't twist my words, bastard," he says. 
"Don't make it so easy for me then," he shrugs before he gathers a stream of blood on his forefinger. 

Tomas leans over and drips it onto Vegard's cuts. It splashes, becoming one with the rest. Some of the blood is 
beginning to dry around the edges- crackly and brown. He wonders if Tomas’ DNA is going to bleed out of him 
now, or if it penetrates into his skin, and one tiny, minuscule percentage of his bloodstream will now carry 


Tomas within it. 


Vegard gathers some of his own and smears it into Tomas’ gash. Both boys snort at their actions, Vegard with 


the awareness of their immaturity, Tomas with contemplation. 


He maneuvers Vegard's palm up. It must be a testament to the trust Vegard places within him, because even 
when he's holding the knife, Vegard still doesn't expect Tomas to dig it deep across his skin. He almost howls 
but stops himself just short of doing so. He winches instead, grimacing as if he's just eaten sour grapes. 
Tomas lets his hand go. Vegara's fingers curl and twitch, but he can't form a fist to properly sock Tomas with. 
The tape has stopped playing. 


"Why?" he asks. 


"Because," Tomas responds before he cuts across his own palm. Vegard's hand is wrought with tremors, they 


spread all the way to his elbow. 
The corner of his lip hardens, water gathering behind his eyelids. Tomas looks at him curiously. 
"Too deep," Vegard grouses with a crack 


Tomas passes the blade back over as retribution, and it's begun to stain their clothes. Its lucky all Tomas and 


Vegard ever wear is black, so the ugly splotches won't show. 

‘lm sorry. Now, we're even," he declares, his own, skinny fingers shaking. 

Before Vegard can ask again, they slip through his. It's not answer enough though, and Vegard still says, "why?" 
"Because," Tomas echoes. Their fingers link and Tomas scoots closer, resting the sharp grove of his cheek 
against the ends of Vegard's nails. His eyelashes are pale in the moonlight, Vegard can see his eyebrows cross 


through the part of his hair. 


Without thinking, he reaches over and smushes it behind his ears. Then, Tomas glances up at him, and there's 


nothing but silence. Vegard swallows hard. 


"We're always going to be together, aren't we?" he says suddenly. Tomas’ tone is neither disappointed nor 


enthusiastic. 


"| don't need the reassurance, man," Vegard assures, hoping Tomas doesn't think he's insecure. Vegard is lot 


more self-assured than he lets on, he's just not particularly belligerent. 
"Maybe / do," confesses Tomas. 
Thus, Vegard repeats, "then we will. You and | will always be together." 


He says «always» a little bit too ardently. 


"How do | know you're not gonna ditch me for some girl then?" Tomas’ is teasing but there's honesty in that. 
Vegard rolls his eyes and realizes their legs have tangled up. 


Tomas' are so frail and fragile that the fabric of his skinny jeans hangs loose from his knees. 
"Youre the one who sleeps around, my friend," He chides with a smarmy grin. 


Tomas laughs, his mouth spreading open in that lovely sort of way. He looks down at the space between them 
before glancing back up, his eyes heavy and cat-like. 


Their interconnected hands drop just so that Tomas can move closer. He's playful tonight. Vegard doesn't mind 


it though, if anything, he thinks he /kes it. 

"But | don't like anybody | fuck. | know you, you only sleep with people you like." 

"So | can't have sex now?" Vegard raises an eyebrow, though he's amused. Tomas doesn't respond, but his pale 
skin is beginning to colour red and its so vivid, its obvious even in the dark. Tomas tries to hide it by turning 


his face away and shaking his hair loose. 


The blood between their palms is drying sticky like mud. Any wrong move feels uncomfortable; it's Vegara's 


turn to laugh. 

"What's with you tonight?" 

"Its the full moon, it makes me strange," he muses in a pious voice, his face scrunched with heavy sarcasm. 
Vegard laughs again, "lay off the demonology textbooks, Tom. That makes no sense." 

"There's a reason why crazy people are called lunatics," he rebuffs smartly. 

"And are you a crazy person?" 

"Oh, l'm fucking insane." 


Vegard sighs out Tomas’ name before closing the achingly small distance; he puts his left arm around Tomas’ 


fragile shoulders and leaning their foreheads together. 


"You are," Vegard agrees, his gaze darting back up and gaining a rice, gory view of his friend's eyeball. The 


spidery, red veins, and all. 


They chortle before Tomas tilts his head, forefinger hooking around the hem of Vegard's t-shirt. Whether 


their touching lips is purposeful or just a consequence of their proximity is unknownable, but they remain like 


that. 

He inhales through his nose, and he can smell Tomas all around him. Shampoo with a pungent hint of sweat. 
There's also something dirty about him, it's comparable to the scent of pine and turned soil. Before he knows 
it, his head on the pillow and Tomas’ tongue is deep inside of his mouth. 

| hope you're not planning on sleeping with anybody," says Vegard awkwardly. 

Tomas replies by cocking his head, sending all his hair falling to one side. It refracts silver at the roots. 

"If you can kiss me, you sure as hell can sleep with me," Vegard amends crossly. 

"You want to sleep with me?" 

That leaves Vegard sputtering, reduced to nothing but a blushing, stammering mess. Has Vegard misunderstood 
everything? He couldn't have, because Tomas hasn't warned him against kissing him. He didn't kiss him first, did 
he? 

‘|... | just mean that if you're going to kiss me." he wrinkles his nose and clears up his throat, "if you're going 
to kiss me, and you don't want me to leave you, and you don't want me to do it with somebody | like, then 
there's no reason you can't just sleep with me from now on, right..2" 

Saying it out loud makes his stomach churn, it feels like a big promise. 

"Do you want to sleep with me?" he repeats and Vegard nods. He's never thought of it before but now that he 
is, it doesn't seem like such a bad fate. Having sex with Tomas would likely be the same as everything else 
Vegard does with him. If that's what he has to do, that's what he has to do. 


Tomas contemplates the proper response and wets his lower lip, "okay then, Vegard," he decides simply. 


"IIl go to you from now on, but remember,” Tomas jabs his finger against the middle of Vegara's chest, "you 


have to do the same. If you dont, I'l be very, very angry with you," he taps with every word. 
"You don't have to worry," assures Vegard with a small laugh before sitting up, "I'm faithful." 
At least, he thinks he is. 


"IIl get us something to eat, l'm getting hungry," he says, in order to cut the tension, and get away from 


Tomas’ intense, prying stare. 


You would expect Vegard to feel confused, or guilty over this turn of events. He knows, with certainty, that 
people would think he's weird, or even disgusting, for having kissed Tomas just before. But he knows, also with 
certainty, that its none of their business who Vegard does and does not kiss. In that regard, he feels just fine, 


if not a little bit elated, despite being acutely aware of his transgressions. Maybe he's a little pig-headed in 
that regard. Vegard doesn't want to admit when he's wrong. 


The staircase is so dark and quiet, it's almost melancholic. There's a creak to some of the steps and an 
occasional thunderous snore. The moon is high, bright and full. Vegard finds he doesn't even need to turn on 
the kitchen lights, the sky illuminates the way well enough. 

From the fridge, he grabs a half-empty bottle of milk, and from the pantry, sandwich cookies. Normally, he 
wouldn't eat something so messy and crumbly in his bed but right now, it's all wet with blood and at one point 


or another, Vegard will have to change it before he sleeps. 


He makes back up the stairs; from the end of the hallway, now he can hear the buzz of distant guitar. Tomas 
must've changed the tapes; this definitely isn't Candlemass anymore. 


Tomas is still on the bed, miming along to the music. He's shed his sweater, now only in a band shirt still too 
big for his skinny frame. Tomas looks up and there's a warm shift to his face; he looks incredibly pretty in the 
moonlight. Vegard's heart begins to beat faster, both because of this, and because he doesn't know what the 
fuck he's doing. 


Once they're settled comfortably, Vegard queries, twisting one of the heads off the cookie, "did you really 


come all this way just to tell me not to leave you?" 

Tomas shrugs, swallowing his own cookie whole. He chases it with a big swig of milk. 
| wanted to see you," he says. 

"Why didn't you call?" 

"Didn't feel like it." 

"What if | was sleeping?" Vegard presses, shocked by his selfishness. 


Tomas concludes, with a measure of self-awareness, "then I'd just have to wake you up, Vegard, because 


that's the way | fucking am 

"Motherfucker," he pouts, flinging a crumb over at Tomas’ face. 

It hits him square between the eyebrows and Tomas responds by knocking him in the shoulder. 
They eat in silence before this tape wears itself out as well 


Then, Tomas asks, "do you want to sleep with me?" 


Realizing he's asked some form of this question three times now, he adds, "like, right now." 


Vegard's lips open in surprise, "uhhhh.... 


"You can be on top if you want, it makes no difference to me," Tomas clarifies, missing the point. 


Tomas gets it and goes beet-red. 


"We don't haaaave to but you said | should come to you whenever | want to ‘do it and.. | do, yknow. want to do 


it so." he trails off before biting his lip. 


When Vegard thought that having sex with Tomas would be like doing anything else with Tomas, he believed so 
under the guise that he would at least have some time before the topic ever came up. It seems as though 


Vegard highly underestimated Tomas’ shamelessness. 


"We don't have to," he urges, screwing his eyes shut in embarrassment as Vegard continues to weigh out his 


options with as much medical detachment as dick permits him. 
It fills Vegard with a strange, longing sense of curiosity and maybe even excitement. 
Despite himself, he says, "no, it's cool." 


Vegard shifts on the bed, half awkward virgin, half preening peacock, "but you'll have to be on top. | don't have 


much experience fucking.. well, anyone, really.” 
"But you've had girlfriends before," Tomas says. 


That's when it occurs to Vegard that he and Tomas never discuss the details of their sex lives. He only knows 
Tomas has the habit of being promiscuous because most people in the black metal scene are rather 


promiscuous. That, and whenever they go out, Tomas always leaves with somebody new. 


With trepidation, he confesses, "yeaaahhhh, but | haven't done it enough to know what l'm doing. | never liked 
any of them that much." 


Vegard wonders if that makes him asexual; he's never lusted over anybody or had the strong urge to fuck 
someone. He looks at Tomas, and doesn't think that he is. Tomas is his best friend, Vegard believes he might 
enjoy it more with him. Its comfortable knowing they're both boys. If Tomas is comfortable with it too, then 
that would be perfect. Maybe he's sex-with-people-he-likes-sexual; or has a good faith kink. Decisions, 


decisions.. 


But then Tomas repeats, "we don't.. We don't have to do it," and Vegard frowns. He's already beginning to take 


off his shirt. 

"Do you just not want to?" he asks, wondering why Tomas even asked if he was going to chicken out like this. 
But if it turns out that Tomas's not capable of fucking him because he's a guy, Vegard's unsure of how he'll 
react. He's already gotten used to the idea that he and Tomas are about to cross a pretty big boundary 
together. At the very least, he'll be disappointed. Deep inside of him, Vegard knows he might even be a little 
heartbroken For the first time, it brings him some anxiety. 

Tomas says, "I don't know if you do." 

Vegard rolls his eyes and takes a deep breath, "then what am | undressing for?" 

He's getting a little impatient. Tomas’ teeth rake over his lower lip and Vegard's defensiveness fades. 


"Can you tell me you want it? Just so that | have it in words?" Tomas asks nervously. 


Heat rises to Vegard's cheeks, though this is a small embarrassment compared to what he expects will happen 
next, "l. Um.. | want to have sex with you, Tomas?" 


Tomas closes his eyes and a small laugh bubbles past his tongue, "that's so clinical.” 
Vegard huffs, crossing his arms. "I'm sorry, what was | supposed to say?" he asks dryly. 


"Nothing. You're perfect just the way you are," Tomas replies, the sudden compliment rendering Vegard mute 
and red in the face. 


Tomas watches in appreciation as Vegard clumsily strips himself of his clothing, down to his briefs. After 
undoing his hair tie, he places his hands on his hips, "l'm ready, let's get it done" 


Knowing by now he can't do anything about it, Tomas gestures Vegard over and kisses him tenderly, 
‘Let me undress you next time," he suggests. 

"| told you l'm no good! 

"But Im stuck with you, aren't 1?" 

"Only if you want to be" 


"I do," Tomas pecks his lips once more before saying, "you can fuck me if you like, | don't mind if you're 


inexperienced. You'll need to learn eventually." 


Vegard acts like he's considering it, but really he's not. He's not about to embarrass himself in front of Tomas. 
Nope. No way. 


"Why don't you just do me first as a demonstration, and then, if | feel up to it, I'll return the favour," he 
offers, and Tomas laughs because that's not how it works at all, 


"Okay, Vegard," he says nonetheless, and lays him down, both thinking they've come out as winners. Looking for 
some body lotion is an awkward affair and so is the task of stretching Vegard out. 


Any honeymoon tenderness is lost once they begin to argue. 
"You need to open your fucking legs, you fucking fuckface." 


‘lm! Too! Shy!" Vegard hisses like a snake, his hands guarding his modesty, "we're talking about my fucking 
asshole, man. No ones ever seen my-" it dawns on him, "Fuck! /ve never seen my asshole!" 


"Didn't your mom take you to those doctors appointments where the dude flips you over and makes sure 


everything's alright down there? Tomas gestures awkwardly, 

Vegard stops and thinks about it, "uhhhhhh... Yes!" 

‘Im pretty sure they've seen it then. It's chartered territory. Prime real estate, if thou wilt" 

"Why is it only men that look at my asshole then?" 

"Because women have vaginas and men have.. y-you know the rest" 

"Are you trying to tell me women don't have assholes, Tom? You know, | might be two fucks up from being a 
virgin but I've seen the anatomy charts they gave out in secondary. I'm pretty sure assholes are not 


dimorphic traits." 


Tomas whisper-shouts, "oh my god! Stop saying «asshole»! You're making me lose my boner. Is that what you 
want? For me to become fucking mpotent?" 


With his chin jutt back, Vegard bitterly goads on, "oh, I'm sorry, Sigmund Freud What was | supposed to call it? 
The anus? The little rosebud of erotic passion? The fucking poop-shoot?" 


Tomas kneels there on the bed, confused and with a fistful of three year old hand cream. 
"Call it the «poop-shoot» one more time and | swear to fucking Satan, | will break your goddamn jaw." 


"Not if | break yours first, fucker!" Vegard retorts, doing a punching motion with his left hand. 


Tomas puts down Vegard's fist before, with a voice that registers sarcastically saccharine, saying, "we don't 


have to do it if you don't want to. Its okay, it's not like | have combustable testes." 


Vegard closes his eyes with a disgusted snort, "festes is such a grody fucking word. Makes sense because 
you're a grody fucking guy." 


Tomas, deciding that this is as good of an answer as any, begins to move back. Vegard quickly begins to argue, 


"nol Nol | want to do it its just.. its my." he searches for a new word, “it's my rectum we're talking about" 


"What a tucking asshole," Tomos, ironically, thinks before crying, "for fucks sake, Vegard! Do me then! | can 
spread my legs just fine." 


To prove his point, Tomas kicks his leg out off the bed, attempting to show off his impressive flexibility. 


Unfortunately, the only thing impressive about Tomas is his /ack of flexibility. There's a little pop! sound as 
Tomas doubles over and groans. 


Vegard scowls again, despite his precarious position, "I don't know what do to!" 

"IIl tell you as you go along," he tries to assure whilst still curled up in fetal position 

"| don't want to," Vegard harps. 

Tomas shuts up and despite having always been the quiet type, right now, it's a bit disconcerting. He appears 
to be considering something. Vegard, meanwhile, floats around like a duck, unaware of the red sniper dot on its 


feathery bosom. 


His eyes follow as Tomas uncaps the lotion and squeezes a thin log over his fingers. He stares at Vegard with 
clinical detachment before forcibly pulling his legs apart. He yelps, and is stopped before he can close then 


Because Vegard can't force Tomas not to look at him, he shuts his own eyes instead. 


"You know, l'm a real nice guy but somehow, being gentle doesn't work with you," Tomas bitches, prying around 


between his legs. His fingertips press against resistance and it makes Vegard squirm. 
I'm not the right person for your spiel, Tomas," Vegard wheezes, gritting his teeth. 
"Does it hurt?" Tomas asks, this time with some empathy. 
"No," Vegard responds, but it does feel uncomfortably full. 


Tomas leans in and begins to kiss him. His tongue pushes against Vegard's teeth, and Vegard allows him access, 


fingers twisting Tomas' hair, squirming against the foreign sensation. 


Vegard feels strange about being the only one naked, but he's too busy sucking on Tomas’ tongue to complain 


about it. The uncomfortable feeling begins to dissipate, and it almost becomes pleasant. 
Meanwhile, Tomas has forgotten how to breathe. 


He pulls away and surges his fingers deeper inside of Vegard, who lifts his back off of the dirty mattress with 
a gasp. Tomas’ throat bobs, and he repeats the action, intrigued to see what will happen next. 


"This is how l'm going to fuck you," he promises, staring deep into Vegard's blown-out eyes. 


Tomas' pace is uncompromising and rough, but its not painful. Of course it's not; Vegard highly doubts Tomas 
would allow it to be, even if he's sort of a dick. 


His eyes squeeze shut as his nails dig into his palms. Vegard winces when it prods the cut Tomas left on him 


earlier. He covers his open mouth and only realizes the bleeding sore when his lips taste of blood. 
"Tomas," He breathes. 
"What about me?" 


"Fuck, Tomas," Vegard begs, writhing when Tomas’ teeth nip at his skin, moving to nuzzle against his sweaty 


cheek. 
"IFs good?" 


"Yeah, it's good," he nods, pushing his chin forward as Tomas captures his lips. His tongue swipes to gather 
blood before going to jerk himself off. 


Tomas hastily undoes the closure of his jeans, pushing them down haphazardly before fisting his hard cock He 
lets out a shaky exhale and this time, Tomas' movements are even more rough and merciless. He pushes in 


another finger. When he's met with no resistance, he decides he can't take it anymore and replaces his hand 


with himself. 
"Fuck!" he grunts, as Vegard digs his nails into the sheets. 


Tomas sinks in slowly, pressing down Vegard's hips as the latter stirs and pushes closer to him. He already 
looks throughly fucked-out. Tomas’ lip curls as he takes a second to pray to whatever fucking deity is out in 
the macrocosm, that he doesn’t cum too soon. But when Vegard makes that face, it's really anyone's guess 


how long he'll last. He also apologizes to Vegard's parents, who're sleeping in the next room. 


"You feel nice," he encourages Vegard, whom Tomas has no idea how he might be feeling right now. Vegard, 


ever-graceful, and ever-spiteful, blows an unruly curl out of the way and haughtily replies, "It'll feel even 


nicer once you actually start moving- | know that much about sex." 

To punish him for his obstinance, Tomas draws his hips back before surging forwards. 

It works- Vegard bends like a bow and doesn't make another one of his smart comments. 
From then on, the only thing that he's capable of producing is a series of low, guttural moans. 


"You can't be so loud, your parents will hear, ‘babe'," Tomas says, tight voice dripping with vengeance. Vegard 
glares, or at least tries to, "shut the fuck up." 


‘Sorry, I'll try not to fuck you so good," he retorts, but that blazing look in Vegard's eyes is delicious enough 
to want to eat alive. Tomas pulls his legs as far as he can, watching as he disappears inside of him. 


"Bastard!" 
"Deal with me!" 


Vegard pulls him down and begins to kiss him aggressively. His hips canting with every thrust, meeting them in 
tandem. They press themselves closer and closer, twisting like vines until Tomas remembers the knife and 


purposely nicks his fingers over the blade. 


The searing pain is nothing compared to the intimacy Tomas desires. He holds his bleeding fingers out to 


Vegard, not giving him much of a choice. 
"Drink it. | want you to drink my blood," he commands feverishly. 


"Tomas!" cries Vegard, though he doesn't resist. 
"Do it" 


Hesitating, Vegard laps at the wound, his mouth filled with a metallic and sour taste. It drips down the side of 
his mouth and Tomas leans down to lick it up, spitting, before pushing his tongue deep inside Vegard's mouth to 
stop him from gagging it back out. Tomas’ slippery fingers dig into his jaw before his ears begin to ring. 


The room begins to feel hot- much, much too hot. Something deep inside Vegard starts to burn. It begins in 
his balls but spreads up his stomach, then his chest, then his neck until Vegard's brain feels like it's melting. 
His eyes roll back and after a final push, he cums all over his and Tomas' stomach. Tomas plugs his cry with 
his fingers, with the vested interest in burrowing himself as deep, and as completely, into Vegard's tight body 
as he possibly can. Tomas finishes with a silent grunt, making sure not to pull out until every last drop has 


been spilled inside of him. 


They both sigh deeply, and Tomas moves to exhaustedly kiss his dirty jaw. 


"You're probably going to be in a little pain," he says. 

Vegard shrugs like an old marionette, his voice is hoarse, "I'm fine." 

"Did you like it?" 

He blinks a few times, "I mean.. | came, didn't |?" 

Tomas frowns, "Not much a romantic, are you?" 

Vegard scoffs tiredly, "says the Lord of Silence. C'mon.. We should change the sheets before bed" 


His sleepy gaze falls to Tomas’ wounded fingers, which are significantly less sexy now that they're not in the 
midsts of smashing. 


"Do you need some bandaids for that?" 


Tomas opens his mouth to argue that, no, no, he doesn't. He's a man, he can deal with piercing more than 


seven layers of flesh, even though it's on his fretting hand. 

Vegard gives him a knowing, and quite smug, look, "of course you do." 

Tomas relents, too tired to argue. Or maybe he secretly enjoys being babied. Who knows? 

It takes them about a half an hour to both bandage Tomas' fingertips and to change the bedsheets, and by the 
time they do, the electric clock on Vegard's bedside reads four-forty am, in big, red letters. Despite the early 
morning, the silver moon is still ever-present and ever-incandescent. 

When Tomas lands on the fresh sheets, after sticking the bedding as far as it could go inside the closet, he's 
burned out, but Vegard isn't so affected. He squirms when Tomas attempts to nuzzle his nose against his 
shoulders blades, and swings a long, skinny leg over his hips. 

Tomas smacks his lips, ready to snore the day away as Vegard asks, "already?" 

His tone is unimpressed and prissy, "this is so domestic." 

"| don't expect you to understand how tiring it is to fuck someone, so I'm just going to ignore you because you 
don't know shit! Goodnight, Vegard," quips Tomas, sulking and recoiling into a ball as Vegard sits up and feels for 


the jug of milk 


"Okay then," he sounds before placing the glass nozzle to his lips. With a snort, he adds, "here's to making our 
bloody lives a living hell." 


"Cheers," grouses Tomas. 
Vegard rolls his eyes and takes a long swig before setting it down 
He lies over the bed and scoots over to a grouchy Tomas. 


"Goodnight," he says meaningfully as he pushes a calve between Tomas' warm knees. Tomas, too tired to 
properly respond, hums instead, resting his forehead against Vegard's as the latter loops an aching arm around 


his slender waist. 


They're asleep by the time the clock reads five in the morning, but the moon still shines. 


